She Was My Queen 


Author: Freaky Random Guy 


Bands: Led Zeppelin 


Characters: Jimmy Page 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Sun Nov lb 2014 06:31:00 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


One 


Being famous has its own perks. You get extra privileges other people don't get. How many people travel in a 
private jet that's as big as a passenger one? You get away with your antics because you're a rockstar and 
you people are bound to be reckless. You are no longer the Mr. Nobody. Girls start swooning over you all of a 
sudden, which is kind of ironic to me because | never dated anyone before all this shit started. And of course, 


there are the birds who will do whatever you say. 


But there's the side of the coin Fame is fun, but sometimes it reaches a point when it becomes insipid. When | 
pass by the scantily-clad, cake-faced groupies at backstage and hotel lobbies, batting their eyelashes for 
attention, | wonder why they ever chose to be here. Maybe in the future some of them will write books filled 
with detailed descriptions of the one-night-stands with all the rockstars they'd slept with. 


l'm not a rockstar 24 hours a day. | do have a private life where I'm the same little shy boy from Heston. | 

make music for the sake of making music, the so-called rockstar image is something that came along the way. 
That little boy in me shows up in those moments when some groupie chick fawns over me to take her to my 
hotel room for the night. In those moments | want to ask her in the face, "Do you actually like me or are you 


doing it just because l'm a rockstar?" To be honest, | don't like being famous. Not always. 


I've been a loner since childhood, but still there's a little corner deep in my heart that waits for someone. 
Someone who'll love me for who | am, not for how many copies of The Untitled Aloum got sold. Groupies are 
great, but they can never fill that void. They're more of a medium to kill time. I'd be immersed in these 


thoughts during the lonely hours when | was off road. Then came Daisy. The love of my life. 


It was a bright May morning when | was dozing off under the shade of a tree in a park near my house. | was 
never much of an out-going person, but that day | felt like taking a walk for some fresh air. There weren't 
much people around, mostly old men chatting up about politics and other boring stuff. So there was a thin 


chance that anyone would recognize me. 


Under another tree, a few yards from where | was, sat a girl with a book in her lap. She seemed to be lost in 
that book, so | took the chance to observe her because | was damn bored. She was dressed in a paisley top 
and jeans. Thick waves of light auburn hair tumbled down her shoulders, the tips ending at her waist. | couldn't 
see what she looked like because her hair was let down loose to fall over her face. A little later, she gathered 
her hair and threw them backwards. Now | could see her face, an average one at that, with bright blue eyes. 
That's when she spotted me and we had that dreadful thing called eye contact. She just smiled at me, and | 


smiled in return, averting my eyes instantly. She went back to reading and | started dozing off again. 

"Mind if | join you?" A cheery tone dragged me out of my sleep. | blinked my eyes several times, squinting to 
see who it was. It was that girl again, with a smile glued to her face. | thought of telling her to sod off but 
then changed my mind because that would be very impolite. Trying to smile, | gave her a brief nod. 

"Sure." 

She sat down on the grass with that book in her hand. 


"I've never seen you before." 


‘Oh really? Me neither. But you must have been my wife in a past life. Of course | never met you, moron!" | 


said this in my head. | really wasn't in a good mood. 

‘| never came here." | muttered. 

"Hmm, that's why. Well, it always makes me want to talk whenever | see someone new. | come here quite often 
See those old guys there?" She pointed at the old men in the pathway, "They're the regular visitors.” She 
grinned at me. | had absolutely no idea what was so fun about it. 


"Oh!" She extended her hand, the grin still glued, "Daisy. Daisy Murray.” 


"Jimmy." | shook her hand. There was no way |'d tell my last name. But lo and behold, she asked it. | silently 


prayed to God she wouldn't start screaming. | wasn't as famous in my home country like the States. 


"Page." 


"Jimmy Page." She frowned, "Wait, are you the Led Zeppelin Jimmy Page?" 
| nodded. 


"Nice to meet you!" Her grin got wider as she gave me another stronger handshake, "You did a great job in 


Stairway!" 
"Thanks." | tried hard to maintain my composure. 


"Well, I'm not the typical Zep fan, but | liked Stairway a lot. It does sound heavenly, and the lyrics are 


beautifully mysterious." 
"Thanks." 
"To be honest, | only have that record of yours in my collection Its going to be a masterpiece, I'm telling you." 


| smiled in response. She kept on blabbering, while my mind flew off to somewhere else. The only thing | could 


make out was that she was a writer. Yep, that's it. She drew my attention when | heard her calling my name. 
"Jimmy, tell me something about yourself.” 

"Beg your pardon?" 

"Come on, I've been chattering all the while!" 

"Well, what can | say?" | scratched my head nervously. She laughed throatily, which made me more nervous. 
"You don't talk much, do you?" Good thing she figured that out. Now | was hoping she'd leave me alone. 

"Yeah, I'm not." | shrugged, "much of a speaker." 

"In that case, forget that you're Jimmy Page." 


| was taken aback. What did she mean? She read my mind and said, "| mean, forget that you're a world-famous 


rockstar." 


How did she know about that? | met her only half an hour ago and she had already addressed one of my 
innermost feelings. She somehow got hold of it, maybe by telepathy or something. But it touched me that she 
was treating me like a normal person rather than like a celebrity. | grew more accepting of her. | told her a 
little about my session musician days and Yardbirds. She didn't utter a word while | was speaking. | like good 


listeners. 


'It was nice meeting you, Jimmy." She told me before leaving. 
"Nice to meet you too, Daisy." 


She didn't seem as bad as | thought. | looked forward to meet her again 


Two 
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| went back home with a light heart. | was very keen on meeting Daisy again, despite the first impression | got 
of her. | wasn't doing anything the next day, so | visited the same park in the morning, filled with anticipation 
Voila, she was there! 


"Hello, nice to see you again!" Daisy waved at me happily as soon as she saw me. 
She acted as if she was meeting a close friend. | didn't feel as uneasy as | did the previous day. We chatted 


for a while, and the whole time she was very cheerful and rice. 


It always feels good to befriend someone. If | ever felt down and needed a laugh, I'd go to the park and look for 
Daisy. Just a few minutes talking to her would boost me up. | didn't meet up everyday for studio sessions, but 
I'd spend most my off days in the park with her. She had a down-to-earth personality, with a lively and 
cheerful aura. She always had a lovely smile on her face, that would make you fall in love with her sooner or 
later. She reminded me a lot of Robert and Bonzo, and that's why | considered her to be great company. But | 


didn't see her as a potential lover. At least not then. 
I'd entertain her with juicy tales from tour. Sometimes she'd burst into laughter, sometimes she'd roll her 
eyes in disbelief. | tell stories of our antics to a few people outside of the band, people whom | trust. | believed 


she could keep those in her stomach. Those stories would make you gasp and fall off your chair. 


A few months later, she invited me to her place out of the blue, when | was telling her about my interest in 


the occult. 

"Now?" | asked. 

"Yeah," she smiled, "We can talk about Crowley over tea, don't you think?" 

| agreed with her plan She lived a few blocks away from the park, so we went by foot instead of hiring a cab. 
After a ten minutes’ walk, we reached an apartment building. It had no lifts, which was fine by me, but the 
staircase was rather dark. We stopped at the fourth floor. Daisy unlocked the door and led me in. 

"Welcome to my humble abode." Daisy curtsied in a very dramatic way, making me giggle. 


"Make yourself at home. l'm just gonna nip into the kitchen to make tea" And she was off. 


The flat wasn't big, but it was very cozy. The golden rays of afternoon sun streamed through the balcony, 


illuminating the drawing room. There was a leather couch backed up against the wall. A thick black rug was 
placed in front of it, covering most of the floor, scattered with embroidered pillows here and there with a 
coffee table in the middle. The wall opposite to the couch had enormous bookshelves brimming with books. She 
was a writer, nonetheless. The balcony was decorated with potted plants, giving off hippie vibes. I'd seen Daisy 
wear psychedelic clothes on more than one occasion, but wasn't sure if she was a flower child herself. 


| approached the bookshelves, for | couldn't wait to get my hands on the hidden treasures. Her collection made 
me feel a little envious. From Shakespeare to Eliot, Jane Austen to Agatha Christie-what wasn't there! | even 
caught a glimpse of Lord of the Rings, which made me smirk thinking of Robert. He'd go crazy. To me, it was 
the ideal heaven for a geek. | was flipping through the pages of Animal Farm when | heard footsteps. Tea had 


arrived. 


"So, | see you're helping yourself with my books." Daisy set the tray with two steaming cups on the coffee 
table. 


"I wish | had a library like this." 
She giggled, "I get that from everyone who come here. Writer's lot.” 
"Daisy, are you a hippie?" | asked while sipping tea. 


"Um, not quite. | mean, | don't do drugs at all. | don't even drink or smoke. But I'm all for peace," she added with 


a smile, "that's one of your flower power criteria, isn't it?" 

| was wondering ‘cause I've seen you wear vibrant clothes and your balcony does give off a certain vibe." 
"Oh," she giggled, looking at the balcony, "I like green" 

Then we discussed on the counterculture, conventional values, materialism and other stuff. | got to know an 
interesting fact about Daisy, her opinions on personal appearance. She didn't wear heels because she was five- 


ten, but what she said was amazing. 


"| don't wear make-up or spend my money on shopping, y'know," she made a gesture with her hand, "I value 
inner beauty. Thats what makes a person truly beautiful." 


"Wow, you don't wear make-up? Never?" 
"No," she smiled, "I know it's weird to you, but | think make-up is fake. | love the way God created me, why do 
| need to use foundation and eyeliners to make me look ‘pretty’? It doesn't make sense to look pretty on the 


outside when you have nothing in here," she placed a hand to her heart, "Right?" 


| nodded, "Yeah, wow. Well, do you own any jewelry?" 


‘I've got some beaded stuff, but if you're talking about diamonds and gold, | don't have those. They say 
diamonds are a girl's best friend, but they never really attracted me. I'm sort of apathetic to shiny baubles. 


All in all," she smirked, "I'm not materialistic." 


| never heard a girl say that. No woman would happily admit that they don't wear make-up to emphasize the 
inner beauty, unless they're extraordinary. Daisy had already earned my trust, now she had my respect. 


As the sun began to set and | was about to leave, she stopped me to give a little tour around her house. 
There was the kitchen beside the drawing room, and if you walked across the kitchen, you'd see two more 
rooms. The left was Daisy's bedroom and the right was what she liked to call her "playground". 

‘Sorry, it's a mess." Daisy commented on her bedroom, which consisted of an unmade bed, quite a few records 
on a table and a record player. Her "playground" consisted of a writing desk with lots of notebooks piled both 
on the desk and floor. | also got to know about her talent for painting. There was an easel with paintbrushes 
and tubes and canvasses stacked against the wall. It reminded me of my art college. 

"You paint as well?" | asked her in awe. 


"Yeah, whenever | have a writer's block." 


“These are amazing!" | rushed to the canvas on the easel. | could tell she was a dab hand at painting. It was an 


abstract work, her bold use of colour resembled the one of a true professional. 
"| was in art college." | mused, examining the strokes. They were wonderful. 
"Wow! Do you still paint?" 

"No," | smiled, "gave that up for guitar." 


At last, it was time for me to bid farewell. Daisy stood at the door as | tied my sneakers outside. When | was 
done, | stood upright to say goodbye. 


"Bye, Daisy. Thanks for everything, | had a great time." | gave her a hug. 

"Aww, don't mention it!" 

Then | did the impossible thing. Without knowing what | was doing, | pressed my lips to her cheek. Time, to me, 
had stopped. | closed my eyes and felt an eerily warm and fuzzy feeling brim my heart. When | realized | was 


probably into a trance, | pulled away. 


"B-bye. S-see you." Damn, | was stuttering! But Daisy was nonchalant. She pecked at my cheek in return, 
making my stomach flip upside down. 


"Bye, Jimmy." She flashed that same grin | was well accustomed to, but at that moment it was utterly 
beautiful. | gave a nervous chuckle and fled down the stairs. As soon as | was outside, my fingertips went to 
caress that tingling spot. Something was awfully sweet about that chaste kiss on my cheek, like a paper with a 
stamp on it. | didn't want to erase that mark. 


When | retired to bed for that night, | twisted and turned, trying my best to sleep. It usually happened due to 
stress, but this was different. | couldn't stop thinking about Daisy. Finally, it dawned on me that | was in love. 


Three 


| was in a daze, a completely fucked-up person who didn't know what was happening to himself. With or without 
drugs, | was high all the time. Whenever | closed my eyes, | saw Daisy. Whenever | strummed my guitar, | saw 
Daisy. Whenever | was in the studio, | saw Daisy. It reached such a point that when | was busy talking to 
someone, | wanted to scream at his or her face, "I want to see Daisy's face, not your ugly one!" | was 


obsessed with this woman. | was high on love. | was in plain, simple but pure love with Daisy Murray. 


My obsession was so strong that | always wanted to see Daisy, but | felt so scared in her presence that | 
wanted to run away to the safety of my room and lock the door. The plain-faced girl | met on a spring 
morning transformed into Helen of Troy in my eyes. Her beauty was capable of killing me slowly. It was bloody 
strange. One day in that park, when | was having a chat with her, or “trying to" have a normal chat with her 
while fighting the butterflies in my stomach, | informed that | wouldn't be seeing her much because of 
"recording" and "stuff". She understood and said it was fine by her. However, she gave her phone number, 


asking me to keep in touch whenever possible. 


It was all a bunch of bollocks. | needed a break to cool my nerves before confessing my feelings. So, it was 
best not to see her for a while. I'd also taken into account that she still saw me as a friend, and it would be 


too quick to take the next step. The last thing | wanted was to mess it up. 

| kept myself busy writing and arranging new material, at the same time dealing with my emotions. It was quite 
difficult at first, but soon | learned when to work and when to sigh over my crush. But | didn't keep myself 
away from the phone. | called Daisy once in a while. | didn't want to be an obsessive stalker by calling her 
every hour in the day, but | had to give a ring to let her know that | was still alive and well 

After three months of emotional battle, | finally decided that | was ready. The initial stage of obsession was 
over, and | gained a lot of confidence. On a Saturday morning, | picked up my phonebook and got out Daisy's 
number. Taking a deep breath, | turned the dial, and eventually heard it ring. | waited and waited, each second 
equalled to an hour. My fingers drummed on the table as | strained my ears to hear that familiar, friendly 
voice. 

"Hello?" It was Daisy. | got my life back 

"Hi, Daisy. It's Jimmy." My voice trembled a little, but at least | wasn't stuttering! 

‘Oh, Jimmy! Its so nice to hear from you! How are you?" 

"Yeah, I'm fine. What about you?" 


I'm alright. What are you up to?" 


"Oh, nothing much, really. But I'l be ata party in the evening." 


"Oh, I'm free today. Maybe I'll roam around the town for a while or write something. | dunno." My heart leapt a 


mile. She's free? 


"Oh! Good for you." | admit, | was a little disappointed that I'd be busy socializing in a perfect weekend. | heard 
giggling from the other side. 


"You really don't want to go there, do you?" 
"Well, to be honest with you, not at all" 

"Come over to my flat, then | haven't seen you for a while" 
"Daisy, err.. | was thinking if we could, y'know.. Go on a date?" 
"Yeah, why not?" 


She said yes! | withdrew the receiver from my ear and jumped up and down. | was barefoot, so it didn't make 


much sound When | remembered she was still on the phone, | put it back to my ear. 

"Hello?" 

"Oh, thank God you're still there. | thought | lost you" 

"Must be the connection" 

"Yeah, | think so. About the date, when do you want to go?" | didn't think she'd be so enthusiastic. 

"| dunno. Maybe at seven?" 

"Okay, I'l be ready. See you then’ 

"Yeah, see you. Bye, Daisy. 

Bye" 

| attempted a somersault but ended up falling face down on the floor. | grunted for the pain but it didn't 
matter, as long as | didn't break a bone. But it was still eleven in the morning, meaning Id have to wait for 


eight more hours before | could see the face of the queen of all my dreams, after three months. The 


anticipation was killing me! 


Four 
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| didn't waste any more time and got to work. | went upstairs to my bedroom and opened the wardrobe. | tried 
on at least twenty outfits before narrowing down on a black velvet blazer, a white hawaiian shirt with white 
floral patterns, a pair of dark blue jeans and my best Oxford shoes, in black. Then, | ironed my clothes and 
went to shower. | showered for longer than usual, applying shampoo, conditioner, soap, face wash and whatnot. | 
wanted to get rid of all the dirt and grime from my body. After coming out, | realized it was already three 
and | was starving. | grabbed some chips from the cupboard and munched on it till the packet was empty. Not 
the ideal lunch. Then, | went to a shop nearby and bought a box of chocolates. On the way, | stopped at a 
florists and got a bunch of roses. After completing my errands, | went back home for a nap, setting the alarm 


to six o clock. 


When | woke up, | donned my chosen outfit for the date, then curled my hair and brushed the locks until they 
looked perfect. | perfumed myself mildly, admiring my reflection on the mirror. | almost looked like a Prince 


Charming. Before locking the front door, | made sure | had taken the gifts with me. 

| don't think | ever prepared myself this thoroughly for a date. 

Reaching Daisy's flat, | rang the calling bell. | glanced at my watch, it was exactly seven o'clock. | smirked at my 
punctuality. The door opened, revealing Daisy. The sight of her made me almost drop my jaw. | felt my grip on 
the bouquet of rose loosen itself. | told to myself, "Not now Jimmy, not now." 

Daisy was wearing a plain, sleeveless cotton emerald dress. Loose folds starting from the waist ended at her 
knee. She was without make-up as usual, but | felt she became even more beautiful than she was a few 
months ago. Her hair, eyes, skin glowed in a way | couldn't possibly explain. And her smile was way brighter 
than | remembered. My oh my, wasn't she gorgeous! | looked like a beggar compared to her. 

"Jimmy, | was expecting youl" Her voice was music to my ears. 


"H-hi." | tried to smile. | was at a loss of words. 


"Look at you, a handsome prince!" She chuckled. It was probably a sarcastic remark on my pathetic fashion 


sense. 


"You, you look beautiful.” | managed to speak as calmly as possible. Remembering the bunch of roses, | 


nervously handed it to her with the box of chocolates. She thanked me and went back inside to get her jacket. 


"Be my date?" Daisy offered me her arm when she came back. She'd put a black jacket on, making her look 
classier than me. | took her arm and got out of the building. | couldn't help but blush like a schoolgirl, praying 
silently for a good first date. 


We went to a small cafe Daisy knew, promising me it wouldn't be too crowded and there would be mostly 
Beatles-hating old people. We caught up on what we had been doing during the hiatus, and discussed art, 
literature, music. | was amazed for the hundredth time at what a knowledge bank Daisy was. Others would 
simply call her a nerd. She was a lot more than that. With each passing second, | was falling deeper in love with 
her. | asked myself if she really fancied me. The thought of confessing my love to her was eating me up inside. 


We spent hours talking, it didn't seem to end. | glanced at my watch and saw it was ten. The cafe was empty 

except us. Daisy told they closed quite early. A thought came to my mind, and | invited her to my place. She 

willingly agreed, making my heart race like a train. In the tranquility and privacy of my home, I'd tell her what 
was to be told many days ago. 


"Woah Jimmy, you live in a palace!" Daisy looked around the interiors in awe when we arrived at my house, as | 
was hanging her jacket on the coat hangar. 


"Looks pretty ancient, innit?" 


"Yeah, you told me you liked pre-Raphaelite stuff," she said, "Gosh, these look bloody expensive!" She chortled, 


sitting on the velour couch of my living room. 


My breath became shallow. The woman | was in love with was sitting right next to me, blabbering about 
something | couldn't make out, because it wasn't my concern anymore. Everything had faded away except the 


two of us, all alone in the big house, without any hindrances or distractions. The big moment had arrived. 


My eyes were set on Daisy's baggy dress. So simple, but leaving so much room for imagination. For the first 
time in my life, | observed her bodily features. She wasn't skinny, but had a slim figure and healthy physique, 
with her tall height acting as a borus. The looseness of her dress deftly concealed her curves, giving a little 
hint of the bump in her chest, which quivered every time she laughed, making my insides tingle. My eyes 
travelled up her flawless arms, my fingers aching to feel the soft skin | set my gaze on her perfect face, on 
her enchanting eyes, inviting me to lose myself into those blue lagoons. Her sunset mane called me to drown 
myself in the fiery waves. The dimples of her cheek beckoned me to steal a kiss from them. Her rosebud lips 
enticed me into tasting their sugar. My head felt so dizzy when | realized how appealing Daisy was. | never saw 


her in this way. If | did it earlier, things would be very different now. 
Daisy must have realized how silent | was, because she stopped talking and looked at me inquiringly. 
‘Jimmy, are you okay?" 


"| don't know." | whispered dreamily. 


"What do you mean?" 
"Shhh, don't say anything.” My voice had ceased to a whisper. 


There was no sound in the room, save for my pounding heartbeat and our ragged breathing. My heart 
painfully throbbed against my ribs with each second as | inched closer to Daisy. Eventually, our noses touched 
and our lips were merely inches apart. | could smell her sweet breath, imploring me to lock lips with her. 
Closing my eyes, | brushed my lips against hers. | waited, half expecting her to push me away. After a 
moment, when | was certain she was harmless, | kissed her. Her lips were satiny smooth, soft as a baby's and 
sweeter than anything. | flicked my tongue over her lower lip, silently asking her to pry her mouth open. | think 


she was hesitated, because after an agonizing minute, she parted her lips. 


| immediately slid my tongue in, at the same time wrapped my arms around her waist. Like a curious child 
wandering off to an unknown field, | explored Daisy's mouth with my tongue. My heart fluttered when | realized 
she was clinging to my neck, swirling her tongue around mine, like two dancers dancing in rhythm. We filled 
each other's mouth with soft moans, relishing our mutual warmth. | pulled her closer. We were side by side on 
the couch, Daisy's legs were thrown around my lap, our hearts matched their beats. The sense of intimacy 


made my pants tight. We started tugging at each other's hair as our kiss grew passionate. 


Before tracing her jawline with kisses, | looked down at my lap. Daisy's legs were wrapped around my hips, 
causing the hem of her dress to roll up, revealing her fair, spotless thighs, teasingly giving a glimpse of the 
outline of her panties. | was titillated beyond belief as | pressed my erection against her bare thighs. My right 
hand climbed up her back to the zipper of her dress when Daisy protested. 


‘Jimmy... Jimmy, stop!" Her hands went from my neck to her own back, where my fingers were fumbling with 
her zipper. By that time, I'd already made my way down her neck. With a forceful push from Daisy, | found 
myself sprawled on the couch, with legs wide apart and my bulge perfectly visible through the fabric. | 
realized what | had done, it wasn't supposed to go like this. For heaven's sake, | hadn't even told her that | 
loved her! 


‘lm sorry, Jimmy. | have to go." After adjusting her dress, she turned on her heels and walked away. 


"Daisy, wait!" | rushed after her. | messed it up, now | had to fix it. When | found her, she was already turning 
the lock of the door. 


"I'm so sorry, | shouldn't have.. Please stay! Let me make this right!" | implored her, clasping my hands 
together. 


‘lm not ready for this, sorry." Daisy was gazing at the floor, "| want to go home, please let me go." 
"Please." | whimpered. 


‘Jimmy, please. Let me go." It was more of an order than a request. 


Sighing, | unlocked the door and handed her jacket. 

"Don't follow me." She said coldly, not even looking back. 

"At least let me call you a cab!" | cried earnestly. Tears began to pool my eyes. 
"No, it's alright!" She cried from the distance. Her footsteps were fading away. 


| stood by the door as long as Daisy wasn't out of sight. She left me with my bloody, good-for-nothing, hard 
cock and lips swollen from kisses. With a heavy heart, | slammed the door behind me. | shuddered with sobs as 
| curled up in a corner. It had been a long time since | cried over something, or someone. | couldn't sleep for 
the whole night, for | was immersed in guilt, self-loathing and love for Daisy. | could spend a thousand sleepless 
nights for Daisy, if it meant | were to have a chance of seeing her again. | asked to myself, will it ever come, 


or will it die before blossoming? 


Five 

| managed to get some sleep at dawn and snored until noon. When | got up, flashbacks of last night came 
flooding back, turning me into a crying mess once again. Many girls have cried for me, but | never cried for a 
girl. After recovering, | staggered out of my house, went to the same florists from the previous day and got 
a bunch of daisies. | walked straight up to Daisy's flat and rang the calling bell for dear life. My feet were 
aching, even if it was about half an hour's walk. | didn't know what to say to her. It didn't matter, because | 


didn't know | bought her daisies. Everything went, and would go on impulse. 


Daisy opened the door, a sight too beautiful to bear. My knees trembled like jelly. Her hair was slightly damp, 


she must've had a shower. 

"Oh, its youl" She gave me a forced smile. 
"Can I." | fought for more words, "..come in?" 
"Yeah, sure." 


She let me in, and we stood in the foyer for an awkwardly silent moment. | was at the risk of breaking down 


any minute. 

‘lm sorry." | whispered. 

‘Its okay.” Daisy approached me, taking the flowers from my hand, "Are these for me?" | nodded. 

"Thank you! You're very sweet." She beamed, turning my heart into mush. How can someone look so angelic? 


Frowning, she rubbed the dark circles under my eyes with her thumb. Stroking my cheeks, she asked me 
softly, "Didn't you sleep? Your eyes look red. And you're still wearing the clothes from last night" 


‘| did, a little." 

"You look tired, Jimmy.” She cupped my face in her hands, eyes filled with concern. 
"| love you." | whimpered, strengthless to hold the tears back. 

"I know." She smiled lovingly, wiping the tears away. 

"Please, don't leave me." | let out a strangled sob. 


Daisy asked me to sit on her couch. Then she pulled me into a warm embrace, stroking my hair and back, 


whispering sweet nothings. | cried into her chest as if my heart would break until | became weary and sleepy 


from sobbing. 

After waking up, | found myself lying on the couch, cocooned in a blanket and lots of pillows. My stomach 
grumbled, | remembered | hadn't eaten anything for the whole day. | looked around for Daisy, that's when | 
heard footsteps approaching the drawing room. | sat up feeling quite uncomfortable as my hair needed combing. 
"Are you alright?" Daisy asked. 


I'm hungry." It was pretty blatant, but | really needed something. 


"Yeah, food is coming, sweetheart." She kissed me on the forehead. | felt a lot better, the term of endearment 
ringing in my ears. 


A few minutes later, she escorted me to the kitchen There was a small dining table for two people. She cooked 
spaghetti, which was delicious. | devoured it till my throat felt tight. | thanked Daisy again and again, even with 
my mouth full. We were back in the living room again, talking about the previous night. 


"I'm sorry | freaked out last night." Daisy said. 


"No, it was | who fucked everything up. | should've made things straight before trying to.." The words sounded 
bitter in my mouth, "shag you." 


"Dryou know why | freaked out?" 
"Because | was treating you like a tart." | hung my head poignantly. 
"No," she raised my chin, "Cause I'm still a virgin 


| was flabbergasted My jaws dropped, unable to form any words. | started feeling guilty again How could | not 
have known this? | was downright ashamed of myself. 


"Oh God, Im so sorry” | grasped her hand, kissing it 

"No, it's not your fault. You didnt know! 

"Why didn't you stop me?" 

"Because, because." Her cheeks turned red, "I liked what you were doing. 


"Well, | do that to every chick | lay my eyes on! You're not a chick!" | was on the verge of tears again. | 
covered my face to hide them, even though | cried a great deal in front of Daisy. 


"I thought you were going to treat me like one, so | backed off" 


| looked back at her with teary eyes, "No, Daisy." | scooted close to her, cupping her face, pressing my 
forehead to hers, "You mean so much to me, understand? So much." 


"| know. But you have to understand that lim not a groupie” 

"You're so much more than that, dear. I'l never do anything you don't want to. | love you so, so much 
"I love you too, Jimmy. But Im still not ready for it" 

"| know" 

"Come on, gimme a kiss" She pulled me into a kiss. It was even better than the first one. 


Daisy allowed me to stay for the night. She confessed that she never fell in love before, nor had sex in the 25 
years of her life. 


"There were a few guys who fancied me at school. But when | was in uni, | went out with some chaps. But 
they didn't last more than a few dates. | remember this one," she giggled, "He took me to his flat and started 
making out all of a sudden. What a leech, his hands were all over me. | told that | rejected him, and how dare 
he! He didn't even listen to me and started stripping down, then ORDERED me to do the same! A while later, | 
was passing by an alley and saw something strange. An empty car was parked there but it was rocking. | went 
close out of curiosity, peeped into the window and saw that guy with a girl, naked. It was bloody gross, he was 
chewing off her breasts or something like that. | got nauseous and just pissed off" 


The story made me laugh aloud. It was quite a tale. But the lesson of the day was, to earn Daisy's trust, | had 
to treat her like a queen | had to treat her like a goddess. 


Six 
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Half a year passed in romantic bliss. We laughed, we played, we loved. Daisy befriended my bandmates, who 
pledged to look after her like a little sister. They didn't mind when | sometimes brought her to the studio. 
Instead, they'd be more than delighted when she paid a visit. | was busy with the new material while she 
worked on a new novel. In the meantime, | read some of her works. She was an incredibly talented writer, 
having the ability to paint evocative scenes using only a few words. Her writings made me laugh, cry, or 
sometimes sit with legs crossed and think. | wondered how on Earth Daisy hadn't become a bestseller yet. 
When | told her this, she just smiled and said fame was not her cup of tea and that writing soothed her heart. 
There was a mysterious feel to it when she said writing was her remedy, as if she needed to cure something. 


| shrugged my shoulders and thought, "I'm not less mysterious myself.” 


| travelled with Daisy around Europe, including England for our tour. Her jaw dropped when she saw our private 
jet, and started cursing after hearing we were going to fly in that "huge thing" in her words. Later she told me 
she reacted in that way because my humility never gave her the slightest idea that | was "so bloody rich". | 
was pleased to see Robert and Bonzo behave themselves well in her presence. At least they matured a bit. 
When we were playing long sets in crowded stadiums, I'd sometimes look back and see Daisy with her mouth 
wide agape, which gave me more confidence. She'd always say after each show that she was awestruck. She 
had all of our records in her collection, and | serenaded her quite a few times before touring, but in her 
opinion | turned from a shy boy to a bodacious sorcerer whenever | stepped on stage. I'd always blush like hell 


whenever she made that comment. 


As for our private romantic life, we were irrevocably in love. We frequently stayed nights at each others’ 
places. She taught me how to cook while | gave her guitar lessons. At some nights, we'd lie out in the open, 
counting stars and talking quietly until the break of dawn. That was my most favourite pastime with Daisy. At 
other nights we'd simply fall asleep all cuddled up after a tender make out session. Sleeping next to Daisy would 
give me a feeling of safety and peace, something | never felt with any woman except my mother. 


But we hadn't bedded yet. | was more than fine with it. | knew my limit, and knew even better not to cross the 
line. I'd rather die than making Daisy have the impression that | was only trying to get her to sleep with me. I'd 
wait forever if | had to. 


It was already a year since | met Daisy. | was at home recuperating from the rigors of touring. It isn't until 
the tour's ended when you realize how drained you are. Seeing me so exhausted, Daisy proposed a wonderful 
plan which would give me fresh air to breathe. She asked me to visit her family in the country. | became so 
enthusiastic that for once | forgot about my weariness. I'd heard a great deal about her mother and three 


siblings and was very excited that | was going to meet them. Meeting strangers to me were one of the most 


boring tasks on Earth, but Daisy was once a stranger as well. | had no doubt they'd be as friendly as her. 
We booked a train to Yorkshire, a place that becomes a little bit of heaven in spring. It had been a long while 
since | got on a train. It brought back memories of many train journeys | had as a child and a student. In our 
compartment, we sat face to face, looking out the window at the swiftly changing sceneries. 

"You're from Yorkshire?" | asked Daisy in a confused manner despite knowing it by heart. 

"Yep" 

"But you talk like a Londoner." 

"| was brought up in London" 

"Oh." 

"You ever been to Yorkshire?" 

"Maybe. Can't remember, I've been to many places." 

‘Its beautiful this time of the year. Flowers will be blooming.” She beamed. 

"Yeah, | can't wait. Your school breaks must have been so enjoyable, playing all day in the moors. 

"Oh, no," Daisy chuckled. "| spent the first eight years of my life over there. We had a farm, y'know." 

"Now Im jealous of your childhood" | huffed. She giggled in response. 


"Why did you come to London, leaving that heavenly land?" | asked after a pause. 


"Well, dad loved London for the hustle and bustle, which he couldn't get in a quiet farm. It was a special place 


for him ‘cause he met mum there. She was born and raised in London" 

Daisy's father died in a car accident when she was only fourteen. He was drunk at the time, which was the 
reason Daisy promised herself to never touch alcohol. Her mother went through a lot of struggle raising her 
four children mostly by herself, taking a little help from Daisy's aunts and uncles. 

"Who looked after the farm?" | asked. 


"My uncles." 


"In that case your school breaks were a lot of fun, right? Visiting the farm." 


Daisy cut me off. "No, we didn't go back after coming to London. We didn't spend our holidays in the farm. A 


few years ago mum moved back in to spend her retirement, from then on | visit her every summer." 

"Wait, you never spent holidays in Yorkshire after your mum went back?" 

"No." 

"How come?" | was astonished. 

| dunno. We didn't have that patriotic touch, | guess. After dad was gone things were tough, but we coped up 
well. But still, we never really thought of going back. Maybe it was that we were doing alright in London, so.." 
An awkward silence followed. Daisy gazed out the window with a dreamy but inscrutable look in her eyes. It 
was new for me, making her an enigmatic beauty. She abruptly grabbed her handbag, retrieved a paperback 
and started reading. She didn't seem moody or upset, but she was oddly quiet. 

"Is anything wrong, love?" 

She looked up at me. "No. Nothing's wrong." 

"Are you sure?" 


‘Oh Jimmy, you worry too much," She smiled, beckoning me to her lap. "C'mere, babe." 


| stepped to the opposite bench, resting my head on Daisy's lap. She stole a kiss to the top of my head, lovingly 


beaming down at me. 


lm perfectly alright, don't worry," She cooed, running fingers through my hair. "im an adult now, baby girl." 
She nicknamed me "baby girl" jokingly for my androgynous looks. | hate nicknames, but | could do nothing more 


than grunt when Daisy made fun of me. 


"IFs just that you became so quiet, that's why." | said, receiving a giggle from her. She continued reading her 
book while stroking my head, and soon | drifted off to sleep. 


Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Hi, so here's the new chapter. Enjoy! 


Daisy woke me up when we reached our destination. We got out of the train with our luggage and looked 


around for Roger, Daisy's brother. 


"There he is!" Daisy cried suddenly with wide eyes, pointing at a brown car, waving excitedly. A brown-haired 
man of approximately twenty years of age stepped out, smiling exactly like his sister. | had no doubt that this 
was Roger. Daisy ran to the car and hugged Roger tightly. | noticed that they were about the same height. | 
stood a little farther with a goofy grin, not wanting to interrupt them. When they pulled away, Daisy turned to 


me, looking happier than ever. 

"Rog, this is Jimmy. Jimmy, this is Roger." 

"Hi, mate." | extended my hand, receiving a firm shake. 

"Are you really Jimmy Page?" He gasped, hazel eyes widening, 

"lam." 

lm proud of you, Dais" Roger patted on Daisy's shoulder, looking like the proudest brother in the world. 


We hopped on the Ford Cortina and set off to the farm. | gazed at the splendid beauty of nature; the endless 

moors underneath the clear blue sky, wild flowers blooming and fresh air diffusing the scent of earth. If you 

looked at the horizon you'd see blue, misty mountains fading in the distance. | wished to build a cottage in this 
heavenly wilderness and live there for the rest of my life, with Daisy of course. It was so beautiful 


Roger and Daisy kept me entertained with their innocent bickering, something | missed out on being an only 
child. Roger was twenty-one years old and was living in London. He arrived in Yorkshire a few days before us 
and planned to stay a month. He was doing a course on journalism, aspiring to be a journalist of a big 
newspaper. He was Daisy's true brother, proving to be as witty as her. | was already starting to like him. 


"We're almost there." Daisy announced, turning her head to the backseat, where | was seating. "Don't fall asleep, 


sleepyhead" | smiled. 


Five minutes later, the car halted in front of a wooden gate. Daisy got off and opened it, then Roger drove into 
the premises. She locked the gate and got back in, and Roger parked the car in a garage adjacent to the 
farmhouse. We made our way to the house with sponge bags and suitcases. Roger offered to carry all my 


luggages but | kindly refused, in the end he won by helping me with a suitcase. On the porch stood a girl whom 
| could have mistaken as Daisy, if only her hair and eye colour were the same as my girlfriend's. Daisy dropped 
her suitcase and handbag on the ground and rushed to squeeze rather than hug the girl. She was more excited 


than the time she spotted Roger outside the train station. "That's definitely Lily." | thought to myself. 


"Come on, Jimmy." Roger flung an arm around my shoulders as | was picking Daisy's stuff from the ground. He 


escorted me to the porch where the sisters were still hugging and giggling, 
"Hey Lil, look who's here." He tried to distract them which was of no use. 

"No, let them be." | chuckled 

"What d'you mean? There's a rockstar in the house, for Pete's sakel" He guffawed. 
Lily pulled away and looked at me in disbelief 


"How could I..? I'm so sorry | forgot about youl" She gave me a hug, squeezing the life out of me. "Tell me 


you're not an impostor." 
‘lm not" | squeaked. She let me go with a loud smack on the cheek, making me even more embarrassed. 
"Easy, Lil. He's with me." Daisy said in a mock stern voice. 


‘lm Lily." She giggled. "Your sister-in-law. | don't need to ask your name ‘cause we all know who you are. Don't 


we, Roger?" 
"Abso-bloody-lutely.” Roger replied. 


“Alright lovebirds, come on in. Mum's gonna go over the wedding plans with you." She chirped, before prancing 


indoors, her long blonde hair swaying away. | was left with a confused look 

"She's a little childish." Daisy whispered in my ear. | nodded. 

"Don't mind her. She loves to joke around," Roger assured, taking my arm. "Come in" | followed him into the 
house. | was greeted by a middle-aged woman with kind, blue eyes and brown hair streaked with grey. She was 
Daisy's mother; | could tell where she got her looks and eyes from. 


"Hello, Jimmy." She pulled me into a warm hug. 


"Nice to meet you, Mrs. Murray." | hugged her back | didn't know why, but something told me she'd be a 
really good friend. 


"No, call me Julie, pet." 


"Where's Charlie, Mum?" Daisy asked as she kissed Mrs. Murray. 
"He's playing football” 

"| told that bugger to stay!" Roger grumbled. "Should | go call him?" 

"No, it's okay. Let him play." Daisy calmed her brother down 

"Would you like anything? lve made some biscuits. Or would you like some tea?" Mrs. Murray asked me. 
"Tea sounds fine. 

"Try the biscuits. They're the best in the world" Daisy suggested 

"Okay" | nodded 


Mrs. Murray put a hand to my cheek. "Make yourself at home, Jimmy. Roger's taken your luggage upstairs. 
You two go freshen up, okay?" 


We were being followed by Lily as we headed up the stairs. 

'Lily, piss off!" Daisy hissed. 

"Why?" Lily moaned, pouting her lips. "| want to see what you do." Her green eyes danced with childish mischief. 
Roger came to our rescue as he was coming down the stairs, making the limited space quite crowded. He 
grabbed Lily's arm and pulled her away. 

"At least let me take his autograph!" Lily tried to negotiate. 

Roger sighed, fed up with his sister's antics. "He's gonna stay two bloody weeks." Lily gave in and obediently 
followed her brother to a safe distance from us. Chuckling, we went to Daisy's old room where our luggage 
was. There was a nice fluffy bed, perfect for the two of us. There was a small bookshelf with Daisy's fairy 
tale books, next to a wardrobe. There were no windows, however. 

"You must hate Lily by now." Daisy deadpanned. 


"No, she's just very amusing." 


"Well, she's even older than Roger. Not as little as you think. Just wait until you meet Charlie, he's even 


worse." That was new information for me. 


After freshening up, we went downstairs where the whole family gathered around in the living room. This time 


| met Charlie, the youngest of the family. He also squeezed me in a tight hug. He had sandy hair with a lot of 


freckles in his face. Funnily, he kind of resembled Robert's pre-adolescent self. 
"Hi, m Charlie! What's your name?" 

"Jimmy." 

"What do you do?" 

| play guitar." 


"Oh yeah, you're that Zoso bloke, right? My friends say you're a devil worshipper. Do you really practice black 


magic?" 

At this point, the room went extremely quiet. Even Lily looked embarrassed. Now | understood what Daisy said. 
"Charlie, I'm gonna." Roger was going to punch Charlie, but Daisy grabbed her arm. 

"No," | chuckled. "Your sister tells me lm completely harmless." 


"Charlie," Mrs. Murray said sternly, "I need to speak with you." He obediently followed her mother out of the 
living room. Well, he was going to get a scolding. When they left, Lily burst out laughing, and soon we joined her. 


"At least he didn't ask you about that mudshark thing" Daisy looked at me, giggling 
"Is that story really true?" Lily asked 

No way, we're not monsters! | asserted 

"What's this mudshark?" Roger looked confused. 


‘Is some bogus shit printed in the papers." Daisy made a gesture with her hand, "I hope you won't write that 


kind of stuff when you become a journo, Rog." 
"Don't worry, Dais. I'll probably be trashing politicians." Roger smirked. 


By this time, Charlie and Mrs. Murray returned. The poor chap looked sad. His mother gave him a stern look. 
He gulped and murmured an apology. | got up from my seat and gave him a hug, assuring him that | didn't 
mind. His eyes twinkled knowing that he was forgiven We had tea together, as | recounted the tale of my 
relationship with the oldest child of the family. | was surprised to know that Mrs. Murray liked Led Zeppelin 


when most people her age hated us. The two weeks were going to be great, | was sure of it. 


Eight 


The Murrays proved to be a wonderful bunch. There wasn't a single member whom | had taken the tiniest bit 
of dislike to, no matter how weird they were. They didn’t act as if | was an outsider, they treated me like 
family. | was very moved by their hospitality, because we English have a reputation of being cold. | didn't want 
to leave. In the meantime, I'd taken notes in my head of the characteristics of each member excluding Daisy, 


because | already knew her very well. 


Roger was very much like Daisy character-wise. At first meeting, he might seem to you as an annoying 
chatterbox, but he was very intelligent and smart. He also was a bookworm like his elder sister. | liked him the 


most among Daisy's siblings. 


Lily, twenty-two, was the second child of the family. She was a bit childish compared to her age, but very 
creative nevertheless. She was studying contemporary art and aspired to be an artist. She knew quite a few 
chords on guitar and could also play some Bob Dylan songs. She mostly listened to country and folk, but she 
had her ears open for anything at all. She boasted to me that it was for her that Mrs. Murray liked listening 
to rock music. She was also quite hyperactive; I'd see her lanky figure running across the farm to feed the 


animals in the afternoon. 


Charlie, seventeen, was the youngest of the family. He could be the twin brother of Lily, only a little more 
childish. He was in college and didn't have any particular aim in life. He lived in a dilemma, one minute he wanted 
to be a businessman and the next he aspired to be a lorry driver. One day, he came to me and said he wanted 
to be a guitarist, but the problem was he didn't know how to hold a guitar. He stated his difficult problem of 
not finding a particular aim in life even at college. | tried to explain as eloquently as possible that everyone 
faces this problem at adolescence. | even gave my example of quitting art school to play guitar. He beamed and 
thanked me and went away to his room. He was quite nosy, for he wanted to know all that happens while 
touring, especially behind the scenes. Some friends of his probably poisoned his mind about that mudshark shit, 
| couldn't blame him. All in all, he was naughty, but in a sweet way. 


Mrs. Murray, forty-six, was a remarkable woman. She was very gentle towards me, treating me as though | 
were her son Daisy was crazy about her, she called her almost every day when away from Yorkshire. | knew 
where Daisy got all her warmth and kindness from. She was a great cook, too. She always had a smile 
plastered on her face, hiding the hard times she had to face raising the four children all by herself. She was 
spending her retirement surrounded by Lily and Charlie. Although she had wrinkles around her eyes, Mrs. 
Murray was very pretty. She showed me many photo albums filled with pictures of them. | realized Charlie 
got his looks from Mr. Murray. My mouth hung loose when | saw her young photos. She used to look exactly 
like Daisy! And my darling sweetheart was too damn cute as a kid | wanted to kiss Daisy's early photos really 
bad, but didn't because Mrs. Murray was sitting right beside me, recounting the anecdotes behind each photo. | 
don't think she'd mind, but | felt really shy. All in all, they were a lovely family. 


eR 


Daisy's brothers and only sister bestowed the duty upon themselves to give me a tour around the farm. They 
had sheep, cows, horses, chickens, goats and a dog. Lily almost forced me to ride one of their horses. | declined 
at first because it wasn't my thing, but she didn't give up. Encouraged by Lily, Charlie, Roger and even Daisy 
were urging me to give it a try. 

"Come on love, it can't be that bad" Daisy gently squeezed my hand in hers. 

"Yeah, come on, Jimmy!" Lily clapped. "My sister doesn't want to marry a sissy, do ya, Dais?" 

My cheeks were flushed in embarrassment, making Daisy giggle. "You're so bloody shy!" 

"Come on mate, we haven't got all day!” Roger said. 

"Come on, Jimmy! You can do this!" Charlie yelled. 

‘lm gonna look like a jerk" | whispered, looking pleadingly into Daisy's eyes. 

"No, you won't" Daisy giggled again. She didn't sound too convincing. 

"Ride with me?" 

"Nope. You're a big boy now." Daisy smirked. 

Suddenly, someone yanked my arm and dragged me towards the chestnut horse standing a few feet away from 
us. IT was Lily. The horse was already saddled up, all | had to do was get on it. | didn't want to cause any more 
drama, so | mounted the horse. Lily told me to hold on to the rein, then slapped the horse's side. The obedient 
mare went off. | closed my eyes, flung my arms around its neck and buried my face into its mane. All | could 
hear was the wind swishing, the horse galloping and the others cheering. To my fear, their voices were fading 
away. This made me panic and | was screaming at the dumb horse to stop. It galloped even faster, making me 
shiver in fright and scream at the top of my lungs. The bloody creature still continued galloping. | saw my life 
flash before my eyes, thinking this was the end. Life came back to me when | heard Roger's familiar voice 
behind. 

"Halt!" He shouted. The damned horse stopped. 


‘Its okay, Jimmy." He put a hand on my back. | was still shivering, holding on tight to the horse. | looked down 
at him, wondering why | wasn't dead. To my rescue, Roger followed me with another horse accompanied by 
Daisy. He helped me dismount and walked to his horse. Daisy dismounted from it, running towards me. | fell into 


her arms, which was my sanctuary. 
‘Sorry, Pagey." Daisy coved. 


"Don't. Ever. Do. That. Again" | growled into her ear. 


"| won't. Promise.” 

"I told you | would look like a jerk, you didn’t listen 

"You didn't look like a jerk. You looked like a knight in shining armour." 
"Shut up." | whimpered, burying my face into her shoulder. 

To my relief, nothing of that sort ever happened again 


eR 


There was a hammock a little far away from the farmhouse, ideal for watching stars. Every night after 
supper during our stay, Daisy and | sneaked out of the house to spend our favourite pastime on the hammock 
We'd try to locate different constellations, or just simply lie down and murmur sweet nothings to each other. 
Fireflies would come out at night, something we didn't get in London. They seemed to be minuscule versions of 
the stars in the sky, slowly landing on earth. We'd talk about these wonderful little things disguising as stars, 
which were actually gigantic in size. |f we got drowsy, we'd go back inside and smooch beneath bedsheets 


before drifting off to sleep. 


On the afternoons, we'd wander off to nearby fields. We came across a few ponds where Daisy taught me how 


to flick a pebble on water so that it bounces off like a ball. It was really fun. 


One day, we came across a thicket of lilac bushes. | suggested that we snuggle in them to enjoy some 
"privacy". The bushes were pretty dense, so nobody could see us. With great difficulty, we managed to pass 
through the branches. Leaves and flowers got weaved in my hair. There was a small opening amidst the 
bushes, allowing sunlight to pass through. We rested our heads on that spot so that we could get a good view 
of each other's faces. 


| was on my back with Daisy's ethereal face hovering above mine. Her sunset hair tangled with flowers and 
leaves acted as a curtain as we kissed lazily. The sweet smell of lilac wafted around in that little piece of 
heaven we found and claimed for ourselves. It was so romantic that | wanted to make love with her right 
there. There wasn't a more idyllic setting for the special first time. My brain turned foggy, | didn't know if it 
was for the kiss or the scent of lilac. | was surely high even though | hadn't smoked pot since coming to 
Yorkshire a week ago. | wasn't aroused yet, but was giddy with anticipation | was making weird cooing sounds 
into the kiss. | slightly tugged at Daisy's white gypsy shirt, not having the slightest clue what | was doing. She 


thought | wanted to say something, so she pulled away and looked down at me. 
"What?" She smirked. 


"So beautiful." | mumbled, closing my eyes. | started making those odd noises again, repeating the words in 
between, 


‘Jimmy, are you okay?" 

"Come here." | pulled her down for a sloppy kiss. 

"Shh!" She suddenly pulled away. 

"What?" | whined. She covered my mouth. 

"| think someone's here." 

There was a rustle in the branches. Daisy got up and disappeared in the leaves. By that time, the magic spell 
was gone and | was fully aware of my surroundings. | could hear Daisy's angry voice from outside. | weaved 
my way through flowers and branches and got out of the bush. She was scolding Charlie and boxing his ears. 


"What happened?" 


"This bugger followed us!" Daisy's face was red with anger, but she looked extremely adorable. | started 


laughing for no reason 

‘Jimmy, it's not funny!" 

"Okay, let him go." 

Daisy sighed, turning to her brother. "If | see you doing this again, you won't be alive. Understood?" 
Charlie nodded like a good boy. 

"Piss off" He fled from the spot in fear of his sister. 


When he was out of sight, we were in fits of laughter. We rolled about on the ground until we were 


breathless. Daisy got up and dusted her jeans, helping me up. 
"You sure he won't stalk us again?" | asked. 

"No, he's a good lad" She smiled. "Come on, let's go home." 
Obviously, Charlie never dared to repeat this action again 
x 


Finally, the day came when we were supposed to leave. | wanted to stay longer, but | had to go back for 


preparations for the upcoming US tour. Charlie almost convinced us in staying one more day, but Peter would 


throw a fit if | wasn't in London in time. We bid farewell to Lily, Charlie and Mrs. Murray. | got tight hugs 


from the former two. 

Ill miss you, Jimmy." Lily pouted. 

"Yeah, me too." 

‘Jimmy, don't go. Ill be a good boy." Charlie was on the verge of tears. 

"You are a good boy," | smiled. "I'll come back, | promise." 

When Mrs. Murray hugged me, she pecked me on the cheek and said something which confused me. 

"Bye, Jimmy. Visit us when you can" She said. 

"Thanks for everything, Julie. | had a great time." 

She gave me a second hug and whispered into my ear. "Take care of my daughter." 

She pulled away and gave me a meaningful look. There was something in her eyes, was it a flash of sadness? 
She averted her eyes, maybe for steadying herself, then bid adieu to both of us. We got on Roger's car and 
waved at them as long as they were in sight. When we reached the station, we thanked Roger for his help and 


after the siblings shared a long, cuddly hug, we got on the platform on the way to London, 


| owed Daisy a lot for this perfect retreat. 


Nine 

After coming back to London, | got busy with tour preparations. | was rehearsing with the band for most of 
the time, which meant spending less time with Daisy. It became hard for me to set time for her, but | did try 
to ring at least once a day. Once | got the tour dates, | called her straight away. 

"Hello, darling." 

"Hi." Daisy said in a sleepy voice. 

"Were you sleeping?" 

"Yeah, | dozed off for a bit." 


| chuckled. "What are you up to?" 


"Oh, fuck," She huffed. "I'm having this stupid writer's block and can't even write a word. I'm stuck in the 
middle of that story | was telling you about. Now | don't know where to go with this. Lack of inspiration, innit?" 


| can provide you with some inspiration" A wide grin spread over my face. 
‘Oh, really?" She dragged the last part. "I happen to be very keen" 


| glanced at the telegram in my hand on which the tour dates were written. "Would you like to go on an 


adventure?" 

"Where?" 

"Dunno, have you heard of a place called America?" 

"You could've just told me you were taking me on tour!" 

‘lm not ‘taking’ you on tour!" | laughed. "I just asked would you come with me or not?" 

"Well, you asked, so how can | resist?" 

From the other end of the receiver, | heard Daisy's silvery giggles and her sweet voice telling me how excited 
she was. She hadn't been to America before, but | knew she had an appetite for travelling. She'd been to 
France, Germany and some other European countries but she always wanted to travel the Far East and the 


Americas. | was happy because | could fulfill at least one of her wishes. 


| could see all the fun we'd have on the road, but began to worry a little. There would be some things | didn't 


think she'd appreciate. The first word that came to my mind was groupies. Of course | wasn't planning to cheat 
on her, but that didn't mean seeing those girls hanging around backstage wouldn't make her feel uncomfortable. 
Although she trusted me, Daisy knew all about my exploits. 

"Jimmy, are you there?" 

"Yeah?" It seemed that | got distracted. "Yeah, l'm here." 

"Am | boring you?" She chuckled. 

"No, no. It's fine." | knew my voice frayed a little. 

"Is anything wrong, dear?" 

"No." 

"You can tell me." Her voice softened. 

‘It's okay. Never mind. Just nonsense." 


‘Come on. | know something's bothering you." 


| sighed, giving in. "Well, err, you know how we are on the road. | was just thinking if you'd be fine with it. | 
mean, | did some crazy shit before meeting you." 


"Okay." 


"Its just that.. It's just that there'll be girls hanging around and." | gulped, "Fucking hell, | don't want to make 


you jealous. 

"You mean groupies?" 

"Yes" My voice had become terribly weak "I slept with many of them’ 
"But it's in the past, honey. Why are you so afraid? | trust you" 

"You do?” 

"Yes" She cooed. It was music to my ears. 


"They still don't know we're together. I'm just worried they might do something to you, like hitting and stuff. 


They can get aggressive, y'know." 


"Aw Jimmy, you're such a sweetheart! l'm not going to get jealous," She giggled. “they are!" 


It was a relief. | informed Daisy about when we were leaving and told her to start packing. After sharing "I love 


you"s, | hung up. 


A week later, we were at the States. Daisy was exhilarated to see the Statue of Liberty. Her eyes held all the 
awe of a child as she looked up at the giant statue, the landmark of America. Whenever | got time off, I'd go 
sightseeing with her, or we'd borrow a car from a roadie and go on long drives. But most of the time, Daisy 
would be on the steering wheel because | was a novice driver. We'd drive for miles and miles outside of the 
city we were staying in Sometimes we'd park the car in the middle of a barren field and run about, playing tag. 


It was very silly, but it's one of the most cherishing memories | hold in my heart. 


We played gigs under Daisy's watchful gaze from the amps. I'll never forget those times when I'd look at the 
amps and see her smiling, her feet dangling from them. She'd blow me kisses, making my heart sing. I'd make 
sure my head was held up like a snotty brat as | walked past the GTOs backstage, locking arms with my 
darling. To add flames to their jealousy, I'd sometimes grasp her sides and kiss her passionately, even though | 
was stinking and sticky with sweat. They could do nothing but stare in disbelief. | was more concerned about 


keeping her safe than my fucked up self getting hard for a sashaying groupie. 


Daisy told me afterwards that they seemed really rice at first. They assumed she was one of them, but when 


she clarified everything, they just backed off with pale faces. 


It was good, wasn't it? 


Ten 


It was towards the end of the tour. We were in LA rocking out at nights in front of thousands of mesmerized 
kids while my love enjoyed the splendid view from the huge amps. In midst of the tiring three-hour sets, we 
got a few days off. So, | decided to take Daisy out for dinner. The idea came to me after | woke up on a 
Wednesday morning. | was sitting on the king-sized hotel bed we shared, dragging smoke from a fag. She was 
still sleeping, | didn't want to wake her up. She looked beautiful when she was asleep. 


Soon after the clock struck eight, she opened her eyes. Her day started with a lovely smile directed at me. 


"Hey." She whispered, squeezing my hand in hers, then glanced at my cigarette. "Those give you lung cancer, 


y'know." 
With a light chuckle, | stubbed the fag into an ashtray. 


"Good morning, babe." | kissed her forehead, then gazed into her eyes for a while. We were utterly happy in 


love. 

"D'you want to go out tonight?" 
"Of course, I'd love to. When?" 
"How about seven o' clock?" 
"Done" 


Later on, | was preening myself in front of the mirror like a handsome prince when Daisy came up behind me 


and slid her arms around my waist. 

"You know the other guys tease you for spending so much time in the mirror." She giggled. 

| turned around and gave her a chaste kiss on the forehead. She was ready whereas being a guy, | wasn't. | 
still hadn't brushed my hair. Daisy was wearing that baggy emerald dress she wore on our first date. It 
brought back many memories; our first kiss bordering on sex, my guilty tears, her tender care.. 

"Remember, you wore this on our first date!" | squealed. 

She threw her head back in laughter. "How can | forget?" 

We went to a posh restaurant | knew not far from the hotel, where the food was always excellent. I'd made a 


reservation beforehand The manager knew me well, so he escorted us to a private booth for two people, well- 


concealed from the rest of the place. The room was dimly lit with candles and decorated with roses, setting 


the perfect atmosphere for a romantic date. 


For the whole time, Daisy kept telling how delicious the food was. It was mouth-watering indeed. | skipped 
dessert because | had no room in my stomach. As Daisy nibbled at her chocolate brownie and talked about 


something | couldn't quite remember, | gazed at her perfect face glowing by the candles. 


| didn't know why, but that night evoked the memories of that spring morning when | met this beautiful 
chatterbox, our first date, our first kiss, our first everything, It felt like | just met her the day before, and 


here | was falling down on my knees at her every beck and call 


Daisy wasn't demanding at all, but | always felt that she deserved every good thing the whole world had to 
offer. Why wouldn't she? She was an angel, the angel who made me realize that heaven wasn't up above the 
seven skies, it was right inside her arms. And | owed her everything; my heart, my soul, even my body. The 
former two were already taken, but | wanted her to take my body as well. | didn't lust over Daisy, but felt it 
was the most sincere form by which | could express my love to her. It would be my offering to the fallen 
angel who was sitting in front of me. But only if she said yes, because she wasn't ordinary, and | respected 


that. 
"Daisy?" 
"Hmm?" 


Here goes nothing. | took a deep breath and began, "If you think I'm worthy enough," | gently held her hand. 


"Would you let me make love to you?" 


| was amazed at my own boldness at the last part. An awkward silence made it seem that the four walls of 
the confined room were going to crush me, because Daisy wasn't talking. No reaction at all. She just stared at 
me with those big, almond-shaped, blue eyes, rimmed with those beautiful, brown, long eyelashes and piercing 
my heart. | screamed internally at her to say something, just a simple yes or no would have done it. | expected 
her to say no, or to just walk away leaving me with a black eye. | was suffocating at that point, but remained 


amazingly calm on the outside. 

Daisy still stared at me, but a few seconds later | could see a blush creeping across her alabaster cheeks. 
Then, she gave me a coy smile which meant the world to me. My heart fluttered, | felt like a little boy. Would 
she say yes? 

"Tell them to give the bill" She said nonchalantly, and went back to finishing her brownie. 

| gulped, very carefully so that she wouldn't notice. | was being tested, and this was a test of patience. 

"Gosh, baby, I'd do anything for you. Even it means waiting for this until the end of time." | knew | didn't say 


this out loud, but it felt almost real. Now my brain was playing tricks on me. Was it the wine, or was it Daisy? 


| didn't know. 


Despite Daisy insisting, | paid the bill. She gave a load of tharks to the jolly manager before leaving. We went 
back to the hotel by taxi, although we came by foot. We didn't say a word on the way, but Daisy rested her 
head on my shoulder and locked my hand in hers. And wasn't | thankful to have a warm companion like her. 

It was eleven o'clock, half an hour passed since we came back. | was lounging on the couch, smoking a cigarette 
and musing on my love. The curtain acted as a barrier between the darkened suite we shared and the balcony, 
where Daisy was standing. She didn't say anything ever since we got out from that restaurant, but | knew she 
was thinking. She needed time. 

After stubbing the cigarette into an ashtray, | pulled the curtains and saw Daisy standing with her back 
towards me. She didn't stir. | went behind her and gently rested my hands on her shoulders. Her arms were 
folded on the cold railing of the balcony, overlooking the neon lights of LA. 

"Hey." | whispered, nuzzling her hair. 

"Hi, Pagey." She said softly, not turning back 

"Isn't it beautiful from up here?" | asked, referring to the fantastic view from the balcony. 


"Does it hurt?" 


"What?" | frowned. | stood beside her and looked at her face. Her eyes had that beautiful but inscrutable look | 


saw on the train to Yorkshire. | wondered what she was thinking. 

"Does it hurt, Jimmy? The first time?" Daisy turned to me, looking nervous. 

"A bit" 

"Does it feel wonderful?" She smiled a little. | nodded. 

"Does it feel more wonderful than painful?" She asked, turning my heart into mush. My eyes prickled, 
threatening to tear up. It was the most beautiful question anyone ever asked me. | cupped her lovely face in 
my hands, trying to smile. 

"Of course, love. OF course." 

She smiled, "I'm ready." 


"Honey, I'm not forcing you into this. Its completely your choice.” 


"It is my choice." 


"Are you sure you want this?" | asked worriedly. The last thing | wanted was to fuck this up and hurt her. It 
was her first time, after all. And my most difficult time. 


"Yes." Daisy nodded, hiding her face under my chin. | put my arms around her, thinking this would help her 


relax. 


| took Daisy inside and broke the embrace. | looked at her from head to toe, taking in every detail. She was 
wearing a white, full-sleeved blouse and a blue chiffon skirt flowing below her knees. Her reddish hair was 
pulled towards the front, covering most of her blouse, the tips ending at the curve of her hips. Her ocean 
eyes twinkled with love, and her lips curled into the smile | could die for. Oh, she looked too beautiful already. | 
wondered if I'd faint, unable to bear the beauty underneath those clothes. To be honest, | was nervous, too. 


| pulled Daisy close, giving a long speech about how beautiful she looked and how much | loved and cared for 
her and the significance of our first love-making. She gave an equally long speech which made my heart sing, 
then grazed my lips over hers. | gently laid Daisy on the bed and carefully rested my weight on her. It started 
with soft, feathery kisses and gradually gained heat. 


At one point, | asked her if | could sneak my hand under her clothes. | encouraged her to do the same. It felt 
amazing, as if | was having sex for the first time. We made out passionately in that state. | fondled the 
smooth skin | didn't have the pleasure to see yet. My cock hardened at the feeling of her hands ghosting over 
my ribs and sides. By that time, | was leaving soft kisses around her jaw and throat. 


Then, | took the deepest breath | ever took and asked if | could undress Daisy. She nervously said yes. In 
between my attempts of soothing her with sweet nothings, the buttons of her blouse popped open one by one. 
She shivered with excitement, in spite of the fact that it was a summer night. She was wearing a white lacy 
bra with matching panties, and never in my life | found bras to be so difficult to open. | took my time, until 
she looked like an ethereal nude sculpture crafted by God. Daisy covered her private parts with her hands as 
soon as she realized she was naked. She was shivering so hard that | started having second thoughts about 


this. 


"Daisy, you don't have to do this if you don't want to." | said while throwing her blouse over her back. She 
stopped me. 


"No, it's okay. I'm just a little nervous." She smiled, moving her hand away from the private parts, letting me 


gaze at her without any obstacles. Her milky skin glowed in the moonlight streaming through the balcony. 
"My Lady," | gasped. "You're..you're beautifull" 


Daisy was way more than just beautiful. | didn't faint, but | was surely dizzy. | asked her to undress me, 
because | wanted her to experience the same sensations | felt while undressing her. Her fingers moved 
gracefully over the buttons of my shirt. | closed my eyes and gave shuddered gasps until my underwear 
slipped down to my knees. 


"You're beautiful, too." Daisy cooed as | opened my eyes. Her eyes held all the love | needed to sustain and her 
lips had the smile | needed to keep my heart beating. | leaned down to kiss those soft lips. It was more 
wonderful than ever. We were so close that her breasts were pressed against my nipples. | could feel every 
heartbeat, both mine and hers, throbbing in sync. | could feel the deep heaving of her stomach against mire. | 
could feel her wet clit against my erection But what made it surreal was that there wasn't a single piece of 


clothing between us. 

We made love the remainder of the night. Daisy was so amazing that | couldn't describe in words. When | 
finally woke up in the middle of the day, | wondered if it was a dream. Then | looked under the blanket we 
shared and saw our bare legs entangled together, which confirmed that it wasn't. Daisy was still sleeping. | 
didn't know if it was me or did she really turn more beautiful overnight. | still couldn't believe | did actually 
make love to my queen. One of my arms was draped over her side, | let it slide to her stomach and caress 
the soft skin, wondering if we could have babies. | used protection, but it didn't harm to dream about it. 
When she woke up, | asked, "How do you feel?" 

"| feel wonderful." She beamed. 

"Did it hurt?" 


It did hurt in the first round, but even the pain felt wonderful" She chuckled. "Now | know what la petite mort 


means.” 
| kissed her forehead and broke down in tears. 


| had never made a better love to anyone before, and never will 


Eleven 


We went home after playing a last gig in San Francisco. Daisy said she was indebted to me for the fantastic 
time she had touring with the band. | was also delighted to have her around. 


We got busy with our own respective lives after returning to England. | was busy recording the new album 
while she was finishing her novel, the one for which she complained about a writer's block We couldn't meet 
up as often as we'd like to, but one of us would religiously call the other at least once a day. It was good to 


spend some time apart, because it really showed how much | missed Daisy. 


Ever since the most magical night of my life in a sultry LA hotel room, | began to think if | could live under 
the same roof with Daisy. In other words, | was thinking of marriage. The fantasies of marriage never 
occurred to me. | never pictured myself in a chapel, taking deep breaths as my unknown bride-to-be walked 
down the aisle. But ever since that night, | thought, why not? She had everything | wanted in a life partner. She 
was intelligent, smart, beautiful, loving, caring, funny-among so many other attributes that would waste all the 
paper in the world, but the list wouldn't end. It's not a summarization of Daisy, but | think all in all, she was a 
goddess. | could have proposed her the day after that night, but itd be too forward. Even | wasn't sure if | 


was ready, because marriage is no child's play. 


| thought carefully about it for a while until it became my obsession God, | truly loved her and wanted to 
spend the rest of my life with her. My heart ached just thinking about it. Whenever | spoke to Daisy over the 
phone or met her in person, | fought to resist the urge of blurting out the question of marriage. Such 
matters should be dealt with preparation. 


A little more than a month had passed since we came back from America To ease the swell in my heart, | 
decided to buy a ring. | got a simple, yet beautiful one; a thin gold band with a black diamond studded in its 
heart. To me, it'd look gorgeous on her although she'd berate me for buying such an expensive bauble. A 
problem arose when the shopkeeper asked me about the ring size. | didn't know what Daisy's ring size was, so | 
wore it on my own finger and it fitted perfectly. | assumed it wouldn't be a problem, for she also had long and 


thin fingers like mine. 

| planned to give her a surprise the next day, showing up unexpectedly at her flat. | just couldn't wait to 
propose her. That night, we talked over the phone, but | didn't give anything away like "you'll get a surprise 
tomorrow" or something of that sort. 

When | was about to hang up, she asked me, "Jimmy, Do you love me?" 


"Well, | just told you right now." | chuckled with excitement brimming my heart. "I love you." 


"Would you follow me wherever | went?" Her voice was heavenly soft, as if | was hearing her in my dreams. 


She was always poetic. 


"Yes, Milady." 
"You don't have to, not always." 
"What do you mean?" 


"| don't require your bodily presence wherever | go, because you're always in my heart. Its more than enough 


for me" 
"Aw, that was sweet. And very deep. | love you, Daisy" | made a kissy noise at the end 
"| love you, too, Jimmy. Forever: 

"Good night, love’ 

"Good night: | love you" She whispered, then hung up. 


The next day, | had breakfast with the ever-monotonous scrambled eggs, toast and tea | jotted down the key 
points of the proposal speech in my head as | took sips from my Earl Grey. | had a post-breakfast smoke to 
cool my nerves, but began to worry nevertheless. What if she doesn't accept it? What if it's too soon? Before 
| stepped out of the house, | took several deep breaths, telling myself that it was going to be okay. Oh yes, | 
didn't forget to take the small black velvet box which held the object that symbolized my request to Daisy: 


"Will you marry me?" 
To put it simply, | didn't forget to take the ring. 


When | reached her place, | rang the doorbell. | waited for about three minutes, but got no response. | rang the 
bell for a second time. Still nothing. She must've gone for a walk, | thought. Turning on my heels, | descended 
the flight of stairs, planning out a date at the same night. That would be more romantic. | called it Plan B. 


| had the whole day free, which meant | had plenty of time to think this through, to memorize what | was 
going to say, to practice going down on one knee, to learn to accept a rejection and to daydream about our 
wedding ceremony, if she said yes. | could see us waltzing to "Something" by The Beatles in the middle of a 
ballroom surrounded by a faceless audience. | could see myself in a tuxedo and her in a white gown, feeling 
extremely happy. Would | tear up? Most likely. Our wedding invitation would be something like "James Patrick 
Page and Daisy Hermione Murray request the honor of your presence at their wedding ceremony". | felt so 


lovesick that the thought of taking Daisy's surname crossed my mind. Jimmy Murray doesn't sound badl 
In the afternoon, | got a phone call. Assuming it was Daisy, | picked up the receiver. 


"Hi, darling! How was your day?" 


"Jim, it's me." It was Robert, who sounded agitated. 

"Hey, Perce." 

"Look, mate, you have to come right now." | heard the mumbling of many people in the background. 

"What happened? Where are you?" | furrowed my brows, beginning to worry. 

"Um." He paused for some suspenseful seconds. "We're at Daisy's.” 

My heart sank. With a trembling voice, | uttered, "What happened to her?" 

After another agonizing pause, Robert deadpanned. "She's very sick" 

"l'm coming." | thrust the receiver into its place, and in seconds was out of the house. 

Luckily, | saw a taxi as soon as | came out. On the way, | kept muttering "She's fine" under my breath like a 
mantra. | was dying to know what happened to her. For a while, | forgot about the whole proposal thing. All that 
mattered to me at the moment was Daisy's well-being. 

Upon reaching my destination, | saw many people crowded outside. There was a group of bobbies, trying to 
maintain the crowd. Was she robbed? Did she get injured? Maybe one of the bobbies recognized me, so | 
wasn't held back. | got up the stairs two at a time. When | reached Daisy's apartment, | saw my fellow 
bandmates and even more bobbies crowded in the doorway. They made way for me, but what | saw on the 


floor was the worst thing I'd ever seen in my entire life. Something, or someone, was covered in a white sheet. 


| can't remember what happened next. 


Twelve 


Author's Notes: 
I'm so, so terribly sorry. | am a bad person. A really bad one. :( 


| did not know how many centuries, or how many milliseconds had passed when | began to blink my eyes, trying 
to adjust to the bright light, wherever it was coming from. It felt uneasy, being transported from a land of 
vague nothingness to this unknown place illuminated by this blinding light. 


Not soon after that, | discovered myself, or rather my body, comfortably lying in a hospital chamber, 
attached to various tubes, surrounded by medical machines. There was no sound in the room save for my 


breathing and the beeping coming from one of the machines. 


| was biologically alive, and apparently passed out. However, | didn't feel there was any soul inside of me. | 
simply felt hollow, like only my body existed, and the rest was taken away from me. | neither got anxious to 
know where | was, because | knew it was a hospital, nor did | feel the need to refresh my memory, because | 
didn't want to. But | felt empty, terribly empty. | wondered what use my body could be, when my heart and 


soul had gone away. 

| was immersed in these thoughts, when | heard a door creak open. | didn't stir, because it seemed that any 
form of curiosity or interest also had left me. A bespectacled man in a white apron stood by my bedside and 
asked me questions like for how long I'd been awake and how | felt and if | needed anything. Then he informed 
me that some of my friends came to visit and asked if | wanted to see them. | didn't say anything. He probably 
took it as a yes, because he sent my bandmates in The three of them came in and worriedly kept asking if | 
was alright, which turned out to be pretty annoying. 


"I'm fine!" | cried in a nasal voice. 


They shut up instantly. | closed my eyes, drinking in the silence. That's what | needed. Out of the blue, | asked a 


simple question 

"Who did it?" 

| heard incoherent mumbles among them. But | wanted a solid, straight-forward answer. 
"Who did it?" | asked, even more coldly. 

It wasn't a murder, Jimmy." Bonzo said. | opened my eyes, wanting to know more. 


"Daisy, well.” Jonesy spoke, his voice weak. Taking a deep breath, he finished the sentence. "She was 


found..hanging." | didn't want to hear any more. 


| squeezed my eyes shut, letting the pain eat me up. Though | didn't overreact, | was screaming inside in agony. 
It was like someone stabbed my heart with an invisible knife. | couldn't die, but | had to live with the pain, 


which was even worse. | opened my eyes when Robert rested a hand on my shoulder. 


"She left this for you." He said softly, handing me a folded piece of paper. He nodded to the others and left the 


room. 


| unfolded the paper in my hand, and this is what it brought me in a beautiful, cursive, familiar handwriting; 
the ink bled in some places, possibly due to tears: 


Dear Jimmy, 


It is with great sadness that | am breaking your heart. | wouldn't have, if this prison never captivated me. The 
prison of depression. It left me no choice but to take the drastic step of taking my own life, thus leaving this 
beautiful world. Is the world really beautiful? Maybe it is. Perhaps it's like a deceitful woman, beneath its 
beauty lies hideosity, or maybe it's a diamond in the rough, beneath its tears lies great happiness and wonder. 


For me, it was the first one. And unluckily, | was introduced to it at a very early age. 


When | was eight years old, | was raped by a friend of my father's. That's why we left Yorkshire and settled 
in London. | was terribly depressed. | even tried to kill myself a couple of times. | never had friends at school, 
life was a burden to me. It felt like my wings were cut off. Id cry a lot. For my tenth birthday, dad bought me 
some books. That's where | found my solace. l'd read for hours, forgetting about what had happened to me. 
That's where | found my love of writing. 


When dad died, | looked at my poor mother and my wailing brothers and sisters. It would be fucking selfish of 
me to try committing suicide again | realized, | had my lovely family to live for. | gave life a second chance and 
looked for the beauty in this world. | was glad to know there was aplenty. | learned the magic of making people 
happy, even random strangers, with a simple smile. To be honest, | felt grand. But the deep scar was stil 


there. | still feared that I'll end up one day killing myself. 


Then | met you. You are the most wonderful thing to have happened to me. This is where | got to know that 
the world can be very good sometimes. | don't care what people think, but you are one of the most caring, 


loving and beautiful person in the whole world. | am thankful to have you in my heart. 


But it still haunted me, it haunts me even now. You almost made me believe that I'll have a wonderful life, 
spending it with you. Sometimes | fear that I'll get hurt, even holding hands with you sometimes made my hair 
stand on end. Because it reminded me of the thing | hate to think about, the thing that's killing me. But | really 
wanted to give you everything | had. | wanted to love you with an open heart, without having any dark secrets. 
| know you'd understand if | told you, but even you wouldn't want to talk about it, were you in my shoes. It's 
such a disgusting, vile topic that you don't want to share it with the ones you love and trust the most. For 


that, | am so so sorry. | should have told you long ago, but | feel so helpless and miserable when it comes to 


my head. | still cry a lot, Jimmy. You've never seen me shed a tear, but l'm a battered soul. 


This time it really got me, Jimmy. | can't live like this anymore, with this pain | have to hide everyday. | really 
wanted to be the girl | was pretending to be, the one who doesn't know the meaning of agony and sorrow. The 
one who embraces life in all its wonders. But | am not that girl. | was meant to die this inglorious death, there 
is no way to change it. | just want peace, Jimmy. | don't know if I'll find peace after death, but | do hope the 


terrible memory from childhood doesn't haunt me. 


For you, | can leave nothing but love. The only thing | regret about making this decision is that I'll miss you and 
my family. These two things were the best things life had to offer. | know you're crying a lot by the time this 
letter comes to you, but | just want you to stay strong, because you're not weak like me. And please don't end 
your life the way I'm doing, you have a lot to live for. Don't miss me, because l'm always in your heart. And 
remember that it's not your fault at all. In fact, | don't blame anyone for my death. Fate is already written 


Please, forgive me. Goodbye, my darling Pagey. | love you. Always will 


Endless love, 
Your Daisy 


eR 


It didn't make sense. Nothing made sense. As soon as | started reading it, the waterworks began. After | was 


done, | drowned in an endless river of tears. Tears of love, pain and heartbreak. 


Thirteen 


The funeral was held a week later at Yorkshire. It was too bloody long and suffocating. There weren't many 
people; just her family, me, the band, their families, and some friends from her school and uni | never met, but 
heard of. It was fucking heart-rending; | cried not only during the service, but also on the way to the funeral 
and all the way through her burial. In fact, those days mostly passed in tears. | didn't sob all the time, but 


tears flowed seamlessly from my eyes, non-stop. 


The mourners passed by the open casket, stopping to look at "the body". When | came, | stooped next to my 
sleeping beauty. She wore a black, knee-length dress. Her beautiful hands were folded over her midriff. The 


long eyelashes | loved dearly swept over her colourless cheeks. 
My sweet, poor Daisy. 


| leaned forward and kissed her blue lips. It broke my heart to feel a kind of iciness against my lips, instead of 
the soft, heavenly flower | was so well accustomed to. | let out a broken sob as | pulled away. Two teardrops 
dramatically fell on each of her closed eyelids. I'd read a story once where a sad princess cures the blind eyes 
of her prince with her teardrops landing on his eyes. | half-expected her to wake up, if only my tears had any 
magical power. Ignoring the awkward stares set on me, | kissed Daisy's forehead, conveying all my love in the 
final kiss. 


"| love you." | whispered, before standing up on my feet and heading towards the second row. 


One by one, the mourners | didn't know stood on the podium and recalled Daisy's lively spirit and that she'd live 
in our hearts forever, what a tragedy it was to know of her untimely death and now she was resting in peace 
etc etc- everyone spun the same bollocks. | was very angry at the world, to me it was nothing but a shithole 
that doesn't know how to value good people. And for this, there were constant wars, famine and every form of 


crime that gets printed in the papers. One of them overthrew the queen of my heart. 


When my turn came, | shook my head in refusal. It was impossible. She deserved an epic, unforgettable eulogy, 


and | wasn't in the state to conjure up one. How could |, when | still couldn't accept the fact that she was 


dead? 


After some gentle coaxing from Robert, | stood up, wiped my tears, and took slow, heavy steps towards the 
podium. Wiping my eyes didn't work, because | started crying again all the same. With red-rimmed eyes, | stood 
on the platform. | scanned the audience for a moment, looked at the eager eyes, expectantly waiting for me to 


utter a word. | coughed, sniffed, then began, my voice too strained to speak. 


‘lm afraid I'm too heart-broken to say much, but Daisy.. Daisy was one of a kind It was a privilege to love 
her. She.. She was my queen. I'll end this speech by quoting from Tennyson, one of her favourite poets: ‘Tis 


better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all. Thank you." 


It was too much for me, talking about Daisy in past tense. | hurriedly returned to my place, ignoring the faint 
applause. As soon as | sat down, | covered my face, taking deep breaths, trying to mute my sobs. 


"You're right. She was truly one of a kind" | felt the warm hand of Mrs. Murray on my back. 

"I lost my daughter, but you lost your love." She said, as another wave of sobs washed over me. 

| didn't see the burial. | stayed in the car, curling up in the backseat, crying my eyes out. | didn't find the use 
of living in a world without Daisy Murray. | wandered around the farmhouse, around the lake where she taught 
me a game with pebbles, the lilac bush where we kissed and Charlie sneaked in, the hammock where we used 
to star-gaze. There were too many places marked with Daisy's memory, and coated with the pain of losing her. 
| was sitting on the bed of her childhood room, grieving for her, when Mrs. Murray knocked. 


"Come in" | said morosely. 


She entered, giving me a small smile, then sat down beside me. We were quiet for a few moments before she 


broke the silence. 

"| know you're angry at me" 

ae 

"You are. IF's because | didn't tell you what happened to Daisy" 


"No. I'm just angry at the world. | refuse to believe that the most positive-minded person | ever knew 


committed suicide just because some low-life raped her. The world can't be that cruel." 
'It sometimes is, Jimmy. | know, it's bullshit. Even | don't want to accept it" 
"Did you go to the police? 


"Yes. He was thrown in jail. But five or six years later, he was released, walking around like any other normal 


human being. It bloody frustrated me." 

"Is he still alive?" | turned my head to look at her. 

"No, he died a few years ago. That's when | came back here." 
"Did she specifically tell you not to tell me about this?" 


Mrs. Murray nodded poignantly. My eyes pooled with tears. 


"Oh God, why did she have to go through so much?" | sobbed, covering my face. 
"Jimmy," She rubbed my back soothingly. "Daisy loved you very, very much" 

"Julie," | looked at her pleadingly, "Could it be that it was my fault?" 

"No, Jimmy," She was weeping, too. "Why would you think like that? You meant the world to her” 

| told her about that night in LA and asked her if that left a deep impact in Daisy's mind 

"No, Jimmy. Ht gnawed at the back of her head ever since it happened. It's not your fault at all. | could always 
feel it whenever she was around, or whenever we talked on the phone. | don't think she ever passed a day 
without thinking about it. Dort blame yourself, love 

ieee 

"Yeah" She nodded, putting a hand to my cheek 

| started crying again. "| wanted to marry her!" 

Mrs. Murray was speechless. She stared at me with mournful eyes, before pulling me in an embrace. 
"Jimmy, tm so sorry’ 

"| even bought a ring!" | stammered. "And-and | w-wanted to propose to her t-that s-same night!" 


| sobbed loudly into Mrs. Murray's shoulder, wetting her sleeve. She tried to comfort me by stroking my hair, 
but | couldn't stop. 


When | recovered, | showed her the ring | carried with me everyday since | bought it. 


"I can't give it to anyone else." | whimpered. She sighed, looking at the ring that would look beautiful on her 
daughter. 


"What d'you think, Julie? Would | make a good husband?" 

"Oh, you'd be a great one." She smiled a little, though she was crying. 

The next day, | went to the graveyard and found Daisy's final resting place. | had a bunch of daisies in my left 
hand, and in my right, | held the little box that protected the engagement ring | was to give to her. | placed the 


daisies in front of the headstone, then observed several minutes of silence. 


"You look beautiful when you're asleep. It's too bad | can't see you right now." After a long pause, | continued. "l 


just hope nobody fools around with you up there. You know in which way | mean" 
| opened the box, stared at the ring, then began. "Got something for you. If | could show up at your place a 
little earlier, maybe you'd change your mind. | could get down on one knee, kiss your hand," | whimpered. "Then 


ask you if you'd like to marry me. Would you change your mind?" 


| fell on my knees, sobbing with shuddered gasps. With trembling hands, | kept the opened box beside the 


flowers. 
"| miss you, Daisy. | fucking miss you!" 
Ever sice, | live with a big, burned, bleeding hole in my heart, left by Daisy. But I'm sure hers was even bigger. 


| still miss her. Terribly. 


Epilogue 


Dear Daisy, 


| haven't been so well since you left. | went through immeasurable pain. I've plunged into drugs. Little by little, | 
became insane. Didn't eat for days. Cried an ocean. Tried to kill myself. Had several trips to the hospital. 


Because you're gone. 


If you can read this, | know you're upset with me. You wanted me to be strong, but | failed. You said | had a 
lot to live for, but | didn't think the same. I'm not as strong as you think, my love. You were. Because you 
could still smile, hiding the pain you had to endure. | can't do that. 


After all this turmoil, | found myself in rehab. They said | was suffering from severe depression. Then it 
struck me, you were right. You said it kills people, drains the willpower to live from your soul. The same thing 


happened to me. | didn't want to live anymore. 


But I'm improving. I've just written a chronicle of our affair for my therapist. She's very supportive. She was 
the one who told me to write this, because it would be like reliving those times we shared. She was absolutely 


right. But this letter is only between you and me. 


It dawned on me while writing that I'd chosen to recall the day you died all this time. | recalled my heartbreak 
instead of our mutual love. | never felt nostalgic ever since that day. Then | realized, | could only refer to you 
as the void in my heart, but not the thing | cherished the most. | forgot that you were still in my heart. You 


demise is the source of my pain, but you're the joy | never knew. And I'll always be grateful for that. 


| also came to know the very subtle signs of your suffering, which | overlooked. | understand why you said 
writing was your remedy. Now | know what was the deep meaning beneath your eyes when | asked why you 
moved to London, or before our first and only lovemaking. Now | know why the tone of your voice was so 


poignantly soft the last time we spoke over the phone. 


If only | had known, Daisy, I'd do anything and everything to make you feel that you're so loved | could've done 
everything to make you believe that | love you to the ends of the universe. But it's not that easy, | know. | 
understand why you didn't want to share, nobody does. But it still saddens me that it was killing you. You 


deserved so much, but the world just threw you away. 


| don't know where I'll go or what'll happen to me after rehab. But | know for sure I'll never get over your 
absence. You once told me to find someone else if you left me someday. | just laughed it away, because | knew 
you'd never break up with me. But | never knew it would turn out to be like this. You are my only love, 
sweetheart. It's going to be really hard to move on. You said you wanted me to be happy, but my happiness is 
you. Now you're gone. But to honour you, I'll try my utmost best to smile through my pain. Because you could. 


| tried my best to make you believe that you were a queen. You still are. | love you, baby. Always have, always 


do, always will. 
Rest in peace, My Queen 


Completely yours, 


Jimmy 


